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The Odd Case of Slash AKA Never do your overdue 
homework at midnigh 
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actual story isn't, so yeah o_o Moral rights and all that jazz, no malice or impeachment, DEAL. 

Summary BETA!: | had a little downtime and decided I'd throw this up here, since I'd written it in a class and 
just wanted to get an opinion or two | guess. | promise to get back to other work after this *dodges flying 
objects*. | take random, semi related myths..and GNR. That's how it goes. I'm not inspired at all 

Warnings: Character death.hey, it's not my fault o_o and kinda violence. And it's script/play format.if you've 
read my work before you know it's a little out of the norm, just follow me here 

Anything else?: Gee how | hope this isn't seen as plageurising >_> *goes paranoid® andl 

[La 


La-la] = narration 


| welcome all CC! And it's sadly unbeta'd >_> 


[Ah, Thracian Slash, 


From far away.. Thrace! 

Yeah, that's it. Slash, the hapless poet 

And singer, player of a damn good lyre taught 

By Apollo himself. 

So why is he so poor? 

Let's say opium has a way of making 

You broke. 

Unlucky fool! 

Even moreso, his luckless-ness started this whole 
Damn thing! 

It all starts as thus, and follow me closely 

Because it gets mind-numbing. 

We start in the humble, if a little joyless, city 

Of the Angels, and | think 

You know what that means. 

We see our hero first on the cobbled streets, dressed 
In the same black robes he's been clad in for 

A week and for some reason the pretties don't notice his 
Smell. But | can and l'm not even there! 

And lo! There he is, let him speak now and tell his side 
Of the story and where the hell he got that 

Jeweled hat] 


Slash: It was bestowed upon me by the great Apollo, my mentor! Who has lost much faith in my ability to 


survive on my own. But it's not like | care right now, where's the bar? 
[On Third] 


Slash: Yer a pal. But here | am in this odd city *brief spin% with only my lyre and vast knowledge of the world 
to accompany me, and only songs to keep me occupied. Perhaps here is where | make my loot! Someone's gotta 
be gullible enough to hear a song about incest and give me fifty dollars. 


[And woe, he was probably right. 

With a turn he spun into 

A dingy pub, and began conversing among the locals. 
Much ale was passed around 

And, when Slash had gotten drunk off his 

Ass enough, he decided to pick a fight. 

Why? Because he's a hippie? Or he's 


Insane] 


Slash: *Taps random guy* Hey big man lemme hold some salt! 


Guy: *Grunt® 


Slash: *Strums on lyre, starts singing* You give me money and I'll give you much joy in song, nary man nor 


mortal has resisted my song, I've satisfied them so. 
Guy: ...*Jerks him up* WAS THAT A COME ON?! 
Slash: *Starts panicking® I'm just a singer dude! 
Guy: *Smashes Slash's lyre* 

Slash: ..You son of a bitch! 

[Lol clouds gathered in the sky most 

Dark, and the heavens shuddered! 

The storm clouds grew around 

Slash's eyes as he began to rant most 

Viciously in seven languages, including 


Pig-Latin] 


Slash: That was a gift from the very Apollo himself! Sun God, Lord of the Lyre, Master of the Drive-by 


Arrow-ings! Are you insane? Know ye not who | am?! 
Guy: *Backs down, gulps* 


Slash: | am that man of Thrace so blessed with the gifts of Another himself, and you broke my fucking 
instrument! Repent! *Whacks him with a glass* 


Guy: *Falls over with a cracked skull» II 

Chorus of pub veterans: Forgive him, sir! We didn't know! How could we? 

Slash: You | forgive, he.not so much. Do you know what Apollo does to people as he? 

Chorus: *Shudder in fear * 

Slash: Not a damn thing. But think of what will happen to loathsome I! | gotta find another lyre! With strings. 
[Our hero 

Dashed off in an unknown direction 

Bent on finding a lyre just as 


Good as the old one. We hope. It was 
Busted anyway. He searched 


Far, begged wide, but to no avail. 

Then he happened upon a disjointed 

Melody, and a singer singing in the 

Most listless tune. Slash would 

Have been amused had his situation not been 


So dire] 
Voice: Sick of this life.not that you'd care..you're not the only one..with who-*string breaks ..NAAH! 


Slash: *Ducks in the bushes* Poor sap. He won't be needing that anymore! But | do! And most badly! I'll repair 
the string somehow, but | must have that lyre! 


[Slash saw that the voice belonged 

To a gorgeous red-haired lady* 

Who must have been a little hoarse. 

But when the lady stood, HIS dress 

Revealed him to be a 

Really good looking man and 

Slash was smitten nonetheless. 

The man, he swung his 

Red locks back, his royal purple sleeves 

Getting caught in it, gold bracelet 

Jingling. Curses flew from his mouth 

As water pours from a waterfall as he pulled 
The bracelet harshly from his hair. 

The deed done, 

He disappeared elegantly behind sea-green 
Curtains that swooshed with a.swooshing sound. 
Slash jumped from his hiding spot and, resisting 
His bleeding heart's urge to go woo the man 


And other things-] 

Slash: l'm a poet AND I'm a man! It's hard, | know. 
[Our still luckless hero grabbed the lyre 

And prepared for a hasty escape, 

But did | mention that he's LUCKLESS? 

And its not really his day anyhow] 

Voice: STOP THIEF 


Slash: *Turns*® Shite. 


[The proximity of 

This lovely man (if he 

Were a mere mortal man 

And not a god!) brought 

Slash crashing to his knees, 
Lyre still in hand. 

Caught red-handed, he 

Could only pray that his host 
Was as merciful as he was...uh.. 
Running out of adjectives.pretty. 
There you go] 


Slash: Please forgive mel l'm no thief-just really desperate! | am of Thrace, and I'll push it in many a more 
face, that one so rained down with the gifts of the Drive-By Master himself, and | just had my own 


instrument killed | only ask for yours so that | can get some freakin’ money! And see! I'll even repair it. 


Man: Thrace? | went there once. You people SUCK. And.l've heard of you muchly! | hear your songs from my 
nymph friends, you sick bastard. 


Slash: Of course the nymphs themselves would flock to be around you! And gee, thanks- 


Man: l'm Axl of these forests and this land, Slash. I'll tell you what, play me a song, and if it is very good-and 
lve strict tastes-| shall let you live. Should it be any short of perfection, you'll feel the wrath of Juno. And 
my fists. 


Slash: Er, shit. 


[Despite the lyre itself 

Being imperfect, 

Slash let loose a most beautiful 

Song, the words flowing out at 

Random and Axl was entranced 

And smitten as well. He had 

To have been, or this story won't work. 
Sadly the song had to end, Slash 


Feeling he'd proven himself enough] 
Slash: Well? Can | have it? 
Axl: Fool! Put that down! *Runs back inside* 


Slash: Er..wait? 


Axl: *Comes back out with a second lyre and wax* Just a second. 


[Axl himself most 

Diligently shinned the 

Lyre to a blinding glisten 

Worthy of Jupiter himself... 

Well, maybe. We'll never 

Know, but such labor 

Made Slash fall in love 

More, so much more that 

He actually forgot the lyre and 
The fact that Apollo would kick his 
Ass for the old one getting broken] 


Slash: „Alright, let's put it this way: marry me or..uh..'ll kill myself! 


Axl: *In the process of handing him the lyre Huh? | don't wanna get married. Date, sure, but l'm a commit- 
o-phobe. 


Slash: Don't make me pull out the lyre! * Threatens to play* 
Axl: Okay, okay! So beautiful is your music-yer kinda cute-| shall wed ye! And make you most happy? 
Slash: Sure, why not. And | strive to do the same. 

Axl: „Well that didn't take long at all. But, where to marry? 
Slash: Why not here? We'll hold it in one of your beloved forests. 
Axl: Well.when? 

Slash: *Goes inside* | got nowhere else to be, whenever! 

Axl: Alright *stands dazed* „wait, | didn't even invite you in| 
[And so it was 

That Slash romanced Axl 

While Axl planned a wedding 

To take place in, where else, the backyard. 

Soon such a day came to pass and, with his new 

Lyre, Slash called upon Hymen-and yes, | said 


Hymen-to bless this event. Dressed in 


Robes of cobalt, the apparently 


Absent-minded god neglected to give the couple 
Their due blessings. Even his flashlight sputtered 
When lit, before going out completely. 

A disastrous sign indeed] 


Slash: | don't like these signs. 
Axl: Neither do l..but | do like the happiness! 
Slash: And happy we are. Wow, my first non-drunken happy! You've made me a happy man already. 


Chris Rock: Make sure she introduces you to her friends, or you aren't married. And there's no sex in the 


room of ale! 
Slash: STOP HAUNTING ME! 


[The god Hymen flew 

Back to Wherethehellever 

And the wedded couple was left in bliss. 

Or they would have been 

See, Axl figured he had good company. 
Reckless nymphs, 

His Ryott friends, named Steven, Duff, and Izzy. 
Always parading nude through 

The sacred forests and prostituting 

Their bodies, good cheer, and blessings, 
More than once blasted by Nike. 

They never failed to amuse him with 

Joyful songs or stories. 

Sadly, wary individuals the three were, 

And to this 

Slash caught on to pretty quickly. 

For one incident we join the couple 

In their new home, or Axl's old one, where 
The Ryotts were crashing for the day, and | 
Do mean CRASHING] 


Slash: *Sits in kitchen attempting to read the Greek Journal, hears something shatter in next room* ..Dude. 
*Storms into room% DUFF 


Duff: *Swings down from ceiling completely nude* Slashy! Buddy ol pall * Throws arm on him* 


Slash: Don't ‘Slashy' me, you! Did you shatter that vase? And you've already blamed the floor and every major 


and minor god in all of Greece, so this'd better be good! 


Duff: .Uh..Amon-ra. 

Slash: .*Glare* ...*Looks confused* Who? 

Duff: He did it! Amon-ral 

Slash: And who is-oh, forget it. Go.put some..something on! While | clean up your destruction AGAIN. 
Duff: Aw, yer no fun! Izzy! Steven! Come cheer mel 


[Slash set about to cleaning 

And Duff did leave with his party, still nude. 
But alas, there were more crashes 

And more things broken, 

And when Axl returned from 

Doing whatever it was he did in the 

Day, besides pimp, 

The house was barely saved from being in 
Shambles. But Axl very much 

Liked these Ryotts, and, of course, 

Slash had to put up for the love of 

The red-head. Poor sap] 


Slash: *Cleans* It isn't FAIR! When did | become the female here? 


[And indeed, 

This reckless behavior 

Is another factor to 

Slash's luckless fate. 

It was not long after they were wed, 
Perhaps a week or less, 

When the Ryotts had somehow 
Convinced Axl to come on a hunting 


Expedition with them] 
Izzy: Come on, babe, you need a break from Slash! 
Axl: ve only lived with him for a week. 


Steven: Have you guys..uh, done "it" yet? 


Axl: *Blush* Not quite *gulp* why? Is that bad? 


Duff: Its only bad after three weeks. You should come with us and relish in your last days of virginity! 
Matrimonial virginity. 


Axl: You guys aren't virgins to speak of- 
Steven: Peer pressure! *Squint* 

Axl: Alright, alright! I'll come.:for a few hours. 
Ryotts: YAY! 


[And so it was 

That the wild-spirited 

Ryotts dragged along their hapless 

Buddy Axl to the forests beyond 

The City, bows and arrows and spears in hand. 

Axl sat back as the Ryotts would 

Track down boar 

After boar after occasional bird. 

It was in the late hours of the day when Axl rested 
Upon a rock, one foot on his chest while the other remained 
Enclosed in light green robes. 


It was at this moment-fierce, bastard animal!-that a serpent 


Should strike upon his foot, right in the crook] 

Axl: FUCKIN: OW! *Stands up, falls over* 

Izzy: *Dodges being stabbed by a boar Axl? *Sees him fall* „Uh, we have a problem! 
[The Ryotts rushed 

To their lord's side, 

Yet it was too late. 

The young man had fallen 

Dead of the poison] 

Duff: Bastard animal! *Zaps it into smoldering ash* 


Steven: *Backs away * What are we gonna tell Slash? 


Izzy: The truth? 


Duff: And get our asses kicked? hells no! 


[And they wound up 
Telling him the truth] 


Izzy: „Stop looking at me like that! 
[And got their asses KICKED] 
Slash: *Runs them out* And don't come back you wily bastards! Apollo ain't got nothin’ on mel 


[And so Slash was left 

With his dead bride. 

Unless you count the burial, then not 
For long, really, but you understand me. 


But! Our hero was not easy to give up!] 


Slash: Saulus Thracius doesn't go out like that! I'll go into Hell and bring him out alive! Oh yes. I'll charm Nature 
with a song so sweet she'll have to tell me the entrance to that joyless world, then! lll just bullshit the rest. 
Who's with me?! *crickets chirp Fuck y'all. 


[And Slash did as 

He said he would. He played a 
Melody so moving that a mountain 
Collapsed into a Stairway to Hell 

And directed him down. 

There, he bribed the Ferryman 

With 12 bucks and a zebra 

And when that didn't work, he swam. 
Well, more like prayed and floated] 


Slash: *Holding breath® | knew | should have learned to swim from Poseidon but NOOO. 
Chorus of Souls: Who is this that has come before his time? 

Slash: ..This is Geraldo..welcome one and all. 

Chorus: ..Alright, then WHY are you here? 

Slash: Just..chillin’-look, can you guys help me to the other side? Kinda urgent. 


Chorus: *Scoff* And what's in it for us? 


[As usual, Slash whipped 

Out his secret weapon and sang 
A moving tune that he actually 
Ripped from Hermes himself] 


Chorus: *Sobbing* Alright, alright, we give inl 


[And the 

Dead souls ferried 

Slash on their backs to the Gates 

Where triple-headed Cerberus 

Awaited with jaws snapping menacingly 
And barking the vague words of "Ye Living 
Shalt Not Enter"* over and over. 

Slash charmed the creature with 

A sledgehammer he pulled from pocket space 
And went inside swinging, 

Or should | say singing? 

Yeah, | waited all day to make that joke] 


Slash: Jack Sprat could-no, no *hacks, clears throat, starts singing® | just lost my new male-bride and | know 
he's here, so give him up or you'll have something to fear! 


[The song went, and despite 

The very, very thinly 

Veiled death threat, all 

Souls within the Joyless Realm 

Were stunned by the beauty of the 

Music and the skill with which it was played. 
Slash came upon the lair of Hades himself, 
Who was blasting "Hotel California’ on 

His tiny radio] 


Slash: .Ahem.er.Dude? 

Hades: Huh? »*Looks down® Did you just call me "dude", dude?" 

Slash: Well Im unlucky as it is, | don't need to be cursed further! 

Hades: .| hate being me-wait a second, you live! HONEY! Did you send for any living souls? 


Persephone: *Is doing hair in the mirror* What? Living souls? No..curl..flip.AH-HAH! *Hair falls down again* 


ARRG! 


Hades: So what the Zeus do you want? 
Slash: I'll save the intro and just want you to know you took my love away far too soon you EVIL BASTARD! 
Hades: By profession! But what are you talking about dude? 


[Slash sang to the 
Dark Lord of his plight 
And even Hades’ stony, 


Icy, cruel-] 
Hades: Move on. 


[Er, heart, was moved by the 
Most enchanting song, and even 
His wife, who was a bit conceited 
With getting her hair piled just 
Right on her head, was touched] 


Hades: .. There's something in my eye *wipes his eyes* What say ye, wife? 

Persephone: Why not? Its not like we can't afford to get rid of a few people. Do you know a Rockus Hardus? 
Slash: .Noo, but you can give me my wifund back. 

Hades: *Claps twice Bring in.! 

Slash: *Whisper* Axl. 

Hades: Axl!-That's not a name, it's a tool- 


[And lo did Axl 

Limp in, cursing Zeus, 

The snake, the Ryotts, and his 

Mother all the way. Angry 

Boy isn't he? When he laid 

Eyes on his still living lover all 

Hatred and anger melted away and he 
Threw *coughtrippedcough* himself at 
His feet] 


Axl: Oh happy day! You actually came for me! AND I'm getting out! 


Hades: You both are free to go! On one condition 
Slash: Uh, I'm not good with fine print. 


Hades: Well you'd better get good. Here's the deal: you can't look at her-er, him, until you BOTH are out of the 


cave. 


Slash: .. That's it? | thought I'd have to carry water in a holey jar five miles across a desert to a man dying of 


thirst, steal some golden fleece and sort some grains and shit! This is easy! 
Hades: snaps fingers* Fuckin’ Aphrodite. 

Slash: Get behind me, dearest, so that | can't see you. 

Axl: *Moves behind him* PLEASE don't look. 

Slash: Not a problem, | never look at the past anyway. 

Axl, Persephone € Hades: Was that a diss? 

Slash: | don't even know anymore. 

[And so it was, again, 

That Slash made his way first 

Up the collapsed mountain-stair, 

Which seemed longer up than it did 

Down, probably on purpose. 

At last, Slash had made it out of the 

Cave and turned with glee that turned 

To horror when he realized that Axl was still 

Inside, slowed by his limp] 

Slash: Oh FUCK no *Grabs his arm way too hard* 

Axl: OW! And I'm sorry love-the forces pull me back to the Underworld! 
Slash: Like hell they do! This is cheating! CHEATING! 


Axl: *Gets pulled in more* Farewell my dearest, | await you here in the afterlife! Let go before you break my 


arm! 


Slash: You're dead already! 


[Try as he might, 

Strong as he was, 

Purple as Axl's wrist was 

Turning, eventually Slash 

Lost his grip and Axl fell back into 

The Underworld, 

Lost to him forever AGAIN. 

And this second loss sent the 

Unfortunate poet into absolute hysterics. 

He spent two autumns praying to the 

Gods to allow him entry back into Hades 

To try again, but they did decline. 

And so the heartbroken poet did sit 

In a meadow so strikingly green that 

Demeter sighed in delight at the sight. 

He sang his woes to the grass and trees, 
Lured boulders in from the mountains 

With his cheerless songs. Refused the love 

Of women did he, because it never 

Quite turned out well because of his 

Fear of losing them. And yet, it seemed 

Young boys in the bare stages of their youth 
Had better chances, and he enjoyed them more, 
Bringing them to the prime of their youth and 
Watching them blossom into manhood] 

*Hey big man lemme hold some salt! - A random reference, if you didn't know, in days of old salt was almost 


up there with gold in terms of value.why is it here? | thought itd be funny 
*To a gorgeous red-haired lady - It's a running gag, just thought I'd say that 
*"Ye Living Shalt Not Enter" - | actually made it up *blinks* 


And yes, the following stories will be somewhat related, | promise. And, yes, | plan to abuse several bands for 


this, so tell your friends. 


Slash sings for some reason: Ryotts, Tommy and his 


too-real statue 


| take this tale from Ovid's Metamorphoses, a take on the Propoetides. And just don't ask me what the hell 
they are, even | don't know. And Pygmalion and his statue, featuring the Motley boys! And Slash plays 


Narrator for a while, so: 


[Sha 

Sha nal is narration and 

yar 

yar yar are Slash's narrations 
[As if we weren't done 


Making Slash sound like a pedophile enough-] 
Slash: Its CAMPING! 


[There was more. 

The poor lonely man 

Began singing once more, 
His voice still just as 
Beautiful as ever. 

You'd think Nicotine, 

That damn hoarse woman 
Would have struck 

Him quite dry now, but nay, 
And did he sing!] 


Slash: Ring around the rosy, pockets full of posies, ashes! Ashes! We all fall down! *Jams on lyre* 


[He sang anything from 
Harmless nursery rhymes 
To horrible stories with 
Some really sound morals. 
Go figure. 

He now strums on his 

Lyre absently, the words forming 
On soft lips, but never quite 
Coming out. And the trees 
Were getting pissed and 
Threatening to take away 


His shade if he didn't entertain 
Them soon. So he had to wing 
It like Hermes to a 


Strip club] 
Slash: *Clears throat nervously* Um.. 


[He began singing 
Weakly at first, then his 
Voice became stronger. 


Hear me?l] 
Slash: Yes! *Sings* 


| channel my hatred through 

Song, a song of the fierce and 
Rambunctious Ryotts 

That so landed me here-or perhaps 
My own mistake of love? 

But stil, of where they came from. 
They, although HOW they got 

There is uncertain, come from that 
City Amathus and caused twice 


As much destruction there. 
(Scene is transformed to the city of Amathus, teeming with people in the streets and a large temple on a hill 


to Jove. Duff, Steven, and Izzy are running through the streets madly-and in the buff-shoving random people 


and breaking really expensive vases.) 

Duff: Flee boys! But there is no trouble, they'll never catch us! And what will they do then? Punish us? 
Steven: Unlikely! 

Izzy: With what anyway? We'll just do it again 

Duff: And again and again! 

Merchant: *Give up on chase* See them run! The bastards are too fast! Those heretical bastards! Those.. 
Girl: Ryotts? 


Merchant: Not bad, kid. Ryotts! 


And so they were 

Called, the frenzied 

Ryotts, despicable bunch 

They were, it only fit. 

They even went as far as destroying 
Joves temple and the worshppers there! 


Duff: *Shoves open temple doors Come people, worship us instead! 
Steven: We're the new gods for you to fear! 

Woman: .What the hell are you talking about? Are you high? 

Duff: *Grits teeth® You dare speak such to your god? 

Man: Uh, get out 

Duff: Steven! The punch! 


And yes! The evil 
Creatures did spread 

The vile, overly sweet 
Red punch all over the 
Temple walls and the 
People there. They fled out 


h horror and covered in red 
Worshippers: IT'S A MAAAAD HOOOUSE! 
Duff: Fuck you people! And fuck that bitch Vince, he killed my sister! Fuck this city! Never return! 


And at that 
Vince, that Kindly God.dess..dude 
Of Love, looked down upon this and spoke 


Vince: DARE! He dare insult MEI? I'll kick his ass! And he fucked up my city? Oh he's gonna DIE. But thanks for 
getting rid of that temple, ew. 


And he then decided 
To do away with the Ryotts. 
But what could he do 


As punishment that 
They hadnt done to themselves? 


h his chambers he sat, 

Deep in thought in robes of 

Saffron that draped lowly, 

But modesty kept them from showing 
Hs "charms". If barely. 


Vince: *Ponders, rests chin on his fingers* Now what could | do to those so-called Ryotts? Erm, what haven't 


they done? .No..no..Cupidl 
Cupid: *Comes in with Gatorade and bow and arrows* What mom-ad? 


Vince: | need you to do something pretty complex. See those Ryotts parading nude through the streets?-Yes, 
there! Strike them with love. But not the love of a person, no, a love of beauty! Because we all know beauty 
kills the beast. Strike them with a wild nature and I'll cast them out of here, I'll steal their modesty and force 
them to party all their lives away! 


Cupid: „What the hell kind of punishment is that? They already dol 
Vince: | just want them the hell out of here! 


And Cupid did 

What his mother-ad 

Bade him do. He struck 

The reckless hearts with 

An even wilder obsession 
With all things gorgeous 

And lovely, until they 

Even began taking their 
Obsessions out on themselves. 


And that just wasn't cool 
Vince: .| didn't say do THAT. 

Cupid: They were already psychos! 

Vince: But public sex just isn't cool outside of a temple. 
Cupid: „lts YOUR fault. 

Vince: Shut up boy. 


Vince drove the 


Wild animals out of the 


City, where they began 
Obsessing with all beautiful 
Things in nature, their limbs 
Weak from desiring It was, 

h complete irony, in the 
loveliest of woods they 
Discovered my dear Axl 

And obsessed for him, and 

We know how THAT fiasco went 


(Scene goes back to Slash in the field) 


[And the song was finished 
With a note of sorrow. 
The trees leaned in closer 


In hopes of yet another] 
Slash: lim not fucking Mother Goose! 
Trees: *Brandish really sharp twigs* 


Slash: Puts on bonnet, starts singing again% 


This guy, 

Thomas, alias Tommy, 

Saw the Ryotts and decided 
He'd have nothing to do with 
Humanity, and | must 

Say, great choice buddy, 

He worked as a sculptor, and 
Now only sold his gifts 


Via Unionus Westernus. 
(Scene shifts to Tommy in a white toga with a white-gold belt chiseling on a huge piece of fine ivory.) 


Tommy: I'll make a man so perfect! And.then do something else with it. Since | can't get perfect people in the 


real world! 


As you can see, 

Tommy has a few issues. 
But he did manage 

To create the 

Perfect man 


With skin so pale and 
Lifelke, he could have moved 
And given us all heart-attacks. 


Tommy: Damn | am GOOD. See, world, what _|_ can create and what you cannot! Nyah-nyah! 


Tommy did a mini-victory 
Dance and gloated while 
Admiring his work 

Oh yeah, it was good 

A little TOO good 

He found himself 

Gently touching the figures 
Then outright molesting 
The poor thing 


Tommy: Dear Zeus, you'd think it was reall think | love it.. 


And it was so, 

Tommy became a little 

Too obsessed with 

His own work, as 

Narcissus became 

Obsessed with himself. 

Only our boy took it to 

A completely different level 

He brought it jewels, clothes, 
And all the things that would make 
A sexually confused young man 
Giddy and blush with excitement. 
He even took the thing to bed 
Now THATS foo far. 


Tommy: *Kisses statue* Good night dear.what do you mean keep the light on? Read what? l'm tired! The 


Greek Times can wait until the morning! Aw, come on, please? .Have it your way. 


He couldn't even refuse it 
Now that's power, 

And its inanimate too. 

The day of Vince's festival 
Rolled around, and all Cyprus 
Celebrated their God.dess..dude. 
Whatever. 


Tommy found himself 

Offering a rather large cow 

To the..dude..and begged his 

Statue come fo life. Yet another level 


Tommy: Oh, Vince, Lordess of Love, | only beg that you give my..er, you give me a man like my ivory one! 


Yeah, that's it. 


Vince: *Drops in* You can't fool me! | know what you want. Why don't you just go home and I'll see what | can 


do. Since | like you, somewhat. 

Tommy: Okay-and Vince? 

Vince: Yeeess? 

Tommy: „Are you a man or a woman? 

Vince: Do you want to catch an ass-kicking?! 
Tommy: *Runs away* 


And Tommy ran 

Like a dog with his 

Tail between his legs all 
The way home and back 
To his statue. 

İt lay on the couch like 

A living, breathing person 
Hesitantly, he kissed it 
Gently, and was surprised 
At the warmth 


Tommy: What the hell? Something isn't right here.. 
Statue: *Starts moving* 

Tommy: *Dies five times over% Holy crap! 

The statue came to life! 

Holy shit! 

s movements more fluid, 


Skin flushed with blood, 
He didn't look quite like 


kory anymore, hair black 


And falling over his mysterious eyes. 

Tommy: ...**Looks to ceiling Thaaank yoooou. 

Statue: Where am |? Are you my creator? 

Tommy: And the one who loves you! My beauty is alivel | shall call you Nikki! 
Nikki: .How..feminine, yet not. So YOU'RE the one who gave me such a small dick! 
Tommy: „Erm. did that in the dark. 

Nikki: No matter. | live! 


And, as to be expected, 
The two lived happily 
Ever after, or so | assume. 


Its not lke | give a damn 
(Scene shifts back to Slash sprawled out in the meadow and playing his lyre with his teeth) 


[That song, too, ended 
With more sarcasm 
Than bitterness. 

The trees eventually 
Gave Slash his space, 


Who welcomed it gratefully] 


Slash: Eesh, there's shade and then there's darkness! *Trees lean in even closer „Another fucking song? Get 
AWAY from me! *Sees the twigs again .| have no peace. 


Slash sings yet again: Vince and Sebastian, The Race 


Took this from Ovid's Venus and Adonis, with Sebastian as that lucky son of a bitch. Cut out the good parts of 
the myth and added in some..yeah, it's confusing. And while Vince narrates | just use quotations. If you haven't 
just woken up it's easy to figure out *snicker* Don't ask me why Gilby Clarke is playing Mars. And Mick Mars 
and Jani Lane are here! Although they only make a few brief appearances so far..aww.. 


[Slash sat up 

Somewhat and leaned 
Against a tree, who 
Would have blushed 
Were it able to do so. 
He searched his head 
For a suitable 

Song, something obscure, 
And only came up 

With weirdness. 

Oh well, the trees won't 
Complain if they know 
What's good for them] 


Slash: Damn straight. | know! How's the story of Adonis and Venus? *Trees rattle Oh yeah, | own the trees. 


Ahem. 

There once was a 

Lad, conceived 

Of Myrrha's incestuous 

Affair, that crazy chick 

Hs formation-months.. 

Fuck it, he was born from 

A tree, which wept 

As his mother had 

For him before he was born 
Mylds, the less-crazy companions 
To the Ryotts, numbering three, 
Found him in the hollow crook 

Of the weeping tree 

And laid him on the softest grass. 


(Scene shifts to the gloomiest of forests with a huge weeping willow-esque tree dripping morning dew. Matt, a 
Myld, clothed in a skirt-think of sky blue, stumbles upon a crying child in a tree. He takes it and promptly 


drops it on a patch of grass) 

Matt: Dizzy, Chris, come see what | found! 

Chris: It'd better not be another fucking stone. You and your rocks, Matt 

Matt: Dude, this is better! 

Dizzy: *Hears a child's cry* What the hell? *Sees baby% „Where did you get THAT? 
Matt: A tree 

Chris $ Dizzy: ..*Flatly® A tree 

Matt: Swear to Zeus. 

Chris: But lookie! Tis beautiful for a.2 hour year old.coochie-cool 

Dizzy: Stop! You'll traumatize it! .My turn anyway! 


The Mylds quarreled 

Over the beautiful 

Baby boy, and 

Eventually just 

Settled on trying 

To take care of him 

Without killing each other 

lh the process. 

lime went on, yadda-yadda, 
And Vince eventually noticed 
The kid, named Sebastian, 
Even though he was still jailbait. 


Vince: ..*Whistle® Look at that piece of ass. Don't | know him? 
Cupid: That's a myth the author didnt bother to include. 
Vince: Oh, yeah. Pity. Come gimme a kiss and be gone. 

Cupid, the ever 

Suffering, leaned over 


And gave his parent 
Of indeterminate origin 


An innocent kiss. 
He had his quiver of 
Arrows on his back and 


Accidentally scratched his 
Parent's chest deeply. 


Vince: OW! You little bastard! 
Cupid: *Dies twice* Not my fault! Not my fault! 
Vince: Look what you did! Go get me a Band-Aid for god's sake! 


The wound turned out 

To be pretty superficial 
So Vince was pretty 
Much bitching for 

No reason 

But stil, as Cupid 

Went to fetch Band-Aids, 
Vince's eyes fell on 
Sebastian and it all 

Went downhill from there. 


Vince: ..*Dreamy school girl sigh* 

Cupid: Please don't hurt me-mom-ad? 

Vince: Shh! He rests! Oh, look at that VISAGE! 

Cupid: .the hell are you going on about? Yer bleeding.. 
Vince: Silence! | must watch my love! Nay! Make him mine! 
Cupid: Oh. resign. Put me on Earth! 


And there goes Cupid 

So, our Lady(?) Vince 
Swooped down 

And basically kidnapped 
Sebastian for him/herself 
See him hunt! 

There in the forest! 

And Vince collides into him! 


Ouch. 

Vince: *Falls over* 

Sebastian: ..*Picks him up* Oops? Who are you? 
Vince: l'm That One of Love, Vince himself! 
Sebastian: You're a MAN? 

Vince: .Er.that turn you on? 

Sebastian: What can | do for you? 

Vince: You can be mine forever! Move those arrows so | can collapse on you dramatically! 
Sebastian: ..*Moves them* 

Vince: Ah, me! *Collapses on him dramatically * 
And so it was, 

Vince had complete 

And total ownage over 

Sebastian, 

Who didn't care really, 

Who resists the God of Love anyway? 

Who? Who you ask? 

Well, that fair Gilby, God of War, did 

He watches mad stalker-ish 

With his sons Jan; that madman of 

Fear with the obscenely done blonde hair, 


And Mick, his darker, creepier looking 
Twin, that dreadful spreader of Strife. 


Gilby: .Look at that! She swoons over a mortal and not me! 
Mick: Well, dad, you DID almost cost her a marriage. 

Gilby: Not like she loves him! 

Mick: Cupid hates you enough, though. What are you gonna do? 


Jani: Cause mischief? | like mischief! *Rubs palms together * 


Gilby: Oh yes, most mischief. Enough to satisfy your blood-cravings for years to comel 


And the trio 
Cackled madly 
Into the night 

As Vince obsessed 
Over Sebastian 


Sebastian: But | wanna huuunt! You can't keep me up here forever! 

Vince: *Humps* Yes | can! 

Sebastian: | love you, but | love the thrill of the hunt more! Just come with mel 
Vince: ..But..*whines ¥ 

Sebastian: Fine, then l'm leaving *prepares to storm out* 

Vince: *Grabs his legs and knocks him over* NEVER LEAVE ME! l'Il go.. 
Sebastian: | think | broke my spleen 


And so Sebastian 

Led his lady-man 

hto those forests 

That get such a damn 

Bad rap. And it continued 

For a few times, Vince 
Preening in the shade while 
Sebastian hunted as 

Young boys willl All the 

While, Gilby and his 

Terrible sons plotted 
Something..er, terrible. 

One fine, clear day, Venus 
Wallowed in the shade and 
Sebastian, for once, came 

To be near him, dogs a-yapping 
And looking under the Love Gods 
Robes, like you wouldn't 


Vince: *Kisses him* Ah, you can't keep your hands off me. 


Sebastian: Sure, yeah. | thirst. 


Vince: *Hands him Gatorade* | bore! | will tell you a story now that you're over here, see. | love story-telling. 


And this is true anyway, and a warning of what happens when you piss this god off. 
Sebastian: Uh-oh, hubris. 


And Vince dd 
Begin fo fell a fale. 


Take it away, man! 


(Scene switches to dusty arena with a mile-long race track and stone stands to either side. There's a statue 


of Athena in the center, marvelously carved of bronze. Stands fill up as story goes along) 


"So long ago, there was a man 

Scott of Weiland, fastest man 

Alive or dead. Many a poor 

Soul had vied for his marriage, 

But nay, an oracle once told him, 
"Fear, Scott! Marry and you're SOL!" 
And so he ran from all suitors, 
Reveling in his virginity and the hunt 
As so many boys do. 

And only the one who beat him 

In a race would marry him. All else 
Could go to Hades. Literally, for they 
Would be killed. Harsh, ain't it?" 


(Scott enters the arena) 
Scott: Step in line, suckers! 


"You'd think 

The majority of his 
Suitors would call it 

A day, but no. Such 
Was his strange beauty, 
And we all know beauty 
Kills the stupid" 


(Stands fill up completely, line of some 20-odd suitors step up to be.well, it ain't to win at a race) 


"This is what one 

Young man wondered, 

Dave Mustaine of Youthanasia. 
That flame-haired, overly 
Cynical, intelligent, 

Handsome, soon to be 


Struck dumb youth." 


Dave: *Kicks someone out of their seat and sits down | just don't get it! *Yells to suitors* WHAT ARE YOUR 
PROBLEMS?! IT ISN'T THAT CRITICAL! ILL BUY YOU WOMEN! 


"Yeah, sucker, keep shouting. 
As soon as Scott stripped 
In preparation for the 
Race-a body oddly 

Beautiful and slinky 

As could never be made by 
Man-Dave's opinion did 


A total 180." 


Dave: Sweet Zeus, look at that ass! *People stare Er, | mean, look! Behold the stupidity! | hope every one of 
you loses! *Mutters secretly®* So | can win! 


"The beautiful man in question 
Sped by on winged 

Feet with a grace 

So supernatural one 

Couldn't help but be awed. 
Dave admired the beautifully 
Flushed youth as he ran 
Round the track, 

Predictably kicking the asses 
Of all his suitors and then some. 
Ignoring the others’ fates, he 
Plotted to race..and not get his 
Ass handed to him." 


Dave: *Stands up quickly, almost falls* |, Dave of Youthanasia, great-grandson of Neptune himself, challenge 
youl 


Scott: *Pants* Are you #huff* insane?! Look at you, scrawny, lovely boy! Step down. 


Dave: | will not! *Trips his way down to Scott® | think my spine exploded.nay, | challenge thee! Be a man and 


race areal runner! *Shows off medals * 
Scott: *Low whistle, blushes. Softens for a moment But why? You're so young- 
Dave: I'm 23- 


Scott: And beautifull Don't die for me! Go choose a wiser girl, brave lover!-And yet, why do | give a damn? If 
you want a lickin’ that bad, I'll be happy to kick your ass. On guard! | warned you! Your Three Second Courtesy 


Warning™ starts now! 
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"When Dave still 

Did not move, Scott 
Sighed heavily, and 
Positioned for the match, 
Not realizing the heavy 
Pity in his heart could 

Be untended love." 


Crowd: RACE! RACE! RACE! 
Dave: *Strips* „Fuck, what am | doing? 


"And, naturally, 

The boy prayed to me. 

| had my call-waiting on 

Since | was trying to sleep, 
But it broke through 

My thoughts and | decided 
Why the hell not? And helped 
Him out a bit. 

| traveled to one of my 

Many sacred areas quickly and 
Picked three golden apples 

Off a glistening tree and gave 
Him strict instructions on how 


To use them." 


Vince: Every time he gets ahead, throw one of these puppies at his head and you won't have to worry about 


it. 
Dave: A little harsh? 


Vince: You wanna win or what? 


"But, the intelligent 

Youth had plans of his own, 
The bastard. 

The trumpets sounded and 


Off they went." 

Dave: *Winks * 

Scott: *Nearly collapses in a giggling heap* 

Dave: *Launches apple* Oh, look at that. 

Scott: *Sees it pass overhead, stops* Lookie here! A golden apple! 


"Scott, unable to resist, 

Or just really hungry, 

Went out of his way to nab 

The apple. While he munched 
Happily, Dave surpassed him and 
Held the lead, though briefly.’ 


Scott: ..*Drops core in shock* Son of a BITCH! 


"Scott jumped back into the race 
And, miraculously, 

Pulled ahead of Dave. 

But the flame-haired man 

Awaited him, ready with the 

Next apple, though short of breath." 


Dave: *Throws another apple backwards* 
Scott: .AAH! *Runs after apple* 
Dave: MWA HAHAHAHA! 


"Yes, Dave 

Struck again. And now 
The final stretch. 
Scott, pissed at being 
Tricked again, flew 

Into the lead as if aided 


By the wings of Mercury himself. 


But Dave was ready again 

Dave: *Waves apple tauntingly* Want it? Do you?! 

Scott: ..*Drools * 

Dave: *Blows him a kiss, throws apple way out* 

Scott: ..*Dejectedly runs after it* | can't believe this. 

"Scott munched most 

Happily, even after 

Dave crossed the finish line 

And did the longest 

Victory dance ever." 

Scott: *Shakes his hand* Congratulations. *Eats apple* 

Dave: Yes! | won! You lost! You are minel 

Scott: *Nods happily..sound of tires screeching® | LOSTI? Aw SHIT. 

Dave: *Draws him near* Wedded bliss is bliss, | swear! 

Scott: *Grumbles still* Fine.. accept you as my husband..God this is awkward. 
"And the happy man 

Walked away with his 

Prize in tow." 

(Scene shifts back to Slash in the meadow. For some reason, it's still bright as hell out) 


Slash: And so is that story. 


[*Reading paper * 
Wait a sec, there's morel] 


Slash: SHHH! *Trees brandish twigs* Oh look what you DID. 


[l'm on 
My coffee break. 
Deal. 


But I'll do this just once. 
Slash sighed heavily 
And began to pick 

Up again] 


Slash: And Vince will finish his story and I'll finish mine *Strums lyre 


Continuation: Vince gets his, then Gilby gets..more his.. 


We're back.the quotations for Vince thing still continues..italics for Slash. And so on and so forth. Mick and Jani 
make a few more appearances, yay! Alright, go read. 


(Scene shifts back to Sebastian and Vince lazing under the tree) 
Sebastian: *Drinks Gatorade*® .. That's it? 


Vince: Of course not. See, after all that good, it seems the lovers forgot about poor ol VINCE, the one who 


made the marriage anyway. 
Sebastian: What'd you do? 
Vince: Ill TELL you. 


(Scene melds to Scott and Dave going through the Deepest Darkest Woods™. Scott looks paranoid in his green 
tunic, Dave looks.like Dave in his dark gray tunic) 


Scott: | keep thinking of Vince for some reason. He's done nothing to bless this marriage, should | be afraid? 
Dave: He'll come to his senses. 

Scott: Feels like we forgot something though. 

Vince: *Hiding behind tree, whispers Uh, yeah, you did you asses! Cupid! My bow and arrows! 

Cupid: Holy shit mom, you arch? 

Vince: „How do you think you learned, goose? 


"Yeah, | arch damnit. 

Lo, those heretical fools 
Would feel my arrows 

That day! They passed 

By a sacred temple of old, 
And, after..2 shots admittedly, 
| struck Dave with an urgent 
Desire to make love and lust. 


Damn, that's wonderful." 


Cupid: *Looking through binoculars* To the left mom-ad! 

Vince: | don't do moving targets! *Fires shot* 

Dave: *Arrow sinks into his being® .. *Grabs Scott a little too hard* 

Scott: *Squeaks* What the hell? 

Dave: To the temple, my beautiful male-bride! We must make love this instant! 
Scott: In there?! Kinky. | like it! 


"And so they desecrated 
The sacred hollow of the old 
Religion with their unneeded 
Intercourse of desire. 


Damn l'm good." 
Cupid: *Ilgnores loud shots from temple* This is so evil 
Vince: | know. Watch the madness. 


"Inside the temple, 

Even the inanimate, | say, 
INANIMATE, figures 

On the walls refused To look. 


| would have." 
Figurel: *Valley Girl* Oh. My. God. Amanda, look at them! That's so gay! 
Figure2: Like yuck! *Pops gum* 


"Mother Earth debated on 
Kicking their asses or 
Drowning them in the mighty 
Styx, but that was too light 
And deserving. Instead, 
Dearest, what once were soft, 
Pale necks now grew 

Tawny manes. What once were 
Smooth, curved fingers now 
Were erect claws, legs bent 


And furred, breasts heavy 


With all their weight. Now they 
Roared instead of speaking, 

Now they fucked in the woods 
Whenever, so it had a happy end. 
And that's your Three Second 
Courtesy Warning™, Sebastian, 


Stay away from such animals as these!" 

(Scene goes back to Sebastian and Vince. Sebastian sits up with his spear.) 
Sebastian: Alright my lady, never shall | hunt such animals! 

Vince: Good, love! *Squeezes him too hard* Now | must be off for my beauty nap, but | shall return! 
If you haven't learned 

By now, Vince REALLY 

Shouldn't have left Sebastian 

On his own. Well, not 

Exactly on his own-Cupid 

Was there with him. 

But let us not forget Gilby 

And his dreadful brood, 

Still plotting to do away with 

That fair Sebastian 

Gilby: Hmm.now what can we pray on? 

Mick: Vince? 

Gilby: *Smacks him over the head* We WANT Vince, we DON'T want Sebastian! 
Jani: Um..*squeaks* The hunt? 

Gilby: *Prepares to smack him* The hunt?!-THE HUNT! H's brilliant! Phobia! Thou art a genius! 
Jani: | am? *Sticks tongue out at Mick* 

Mick: *Cuts it of f* 


Jani: ll 


Gilby: Enough now boys! Well he's not going after the lion.sorry Leo. Now! We'll do something complex, more 
complex than fitting all this into a completely unrelated story! See: you, Jani, go clutch his heart with the 


utmost fear and leave him paralyzed! You, Mick, go fetch my finest and strongest boar! Leave no traces 
behind, for if l'm caught, my ass is toast. 


Jani € Mick: We do as you bid, father! *Disappear * 


Mick and Jani 

Went to do as they 
Were told 

On that same spring 
Day, Sebastian with his 
Dogs and Cupid with his 
Heart attack medicine 
Hunted the lesser 


Game in the woods. 

Cupid: *Sweats* What a good day to hunt! Sadly, my arrows are of no use here *looks from side to side* 
Sebastian: Just watch me! *Spears a squirrel* 

Squirrel: You son of a bitch! *Dies* 

Cupid: Quite *drinks Kool-aid* 

Sebastian: *Wanders off for a moment* „Cupid! Cupid! Come! Quick! 

Cupid: Eh? *Tries to go* ..Er..blocked..being blocked.. 


As Cupid was held 

Back by an invisible 

Mick, Jani, that blonde 

Bastard, cloaked Sebastian's 

Heart heavy with fear, 

So much that the poor boy 

Could not help but fall to his knees 
At the sight of the pissed boar. 


Sebastian: *Pales greatly * Aw..shit.. 


And, | don't think 

It needs to be said 

He got speared straight 
To Hell. At last, Cupid 


Broke tree of his restraints 


And his eyes fell upon the scene. 
Cupid: „Oh SHIT. MOM! MOM! 


Vince, still trying to sleep, heard 


His son's cries and swooped down. 

Cupid: *Dies five times over IT WAS NOT MY FAULT! 
Vince: What wasn't? 

Sebastian: *Groans* 


And Vince saw the scene- 
Vince: FUCKING HELL! 


And, sobbing, tore 

At his clothes and hair, 
Beat his chest fiercely 
And shouted the unfairness 
OF life. 


Vince: And life is never in my hands! My dear Sebastian, a token of my grief! Cupid! Towels! 
Cupid: *Flies off twitching 


Vince: *Sprinkles nectar on blood, Phil Collins tune starts playing® .. *Turns off stereo% My darling love! May 
you live on.beat your breasts, followers of mine, for the love | lost! Bastard Fates, pick on someore else will 


yal? 
(Ina dark cave.) 
Fate: Hussy. 
(Back to scene) 


And from the blood 
Sprang a fragile 
Flower as red as the 
Crimson trom 

Which it was born, 
Signed by Vince the 


Anemone, the windflower, 
h memoriam for 


Fragile love. 
(Scene switches back to Slash in the meadow. It's dusk now, and the trees wilt heavily with dewy-tears,) 
Slash: Oh, it wasn't that bad! *Wipes tears from eyes* 


[The night coming on, 
Slash put his lyre 
Securely under 

His now favorite tree, 
And laid his head upon 
His arm and his body 
In the dewy grass] 


Slash: Sleep, fellow wildlife, and if anything comes upon me I'll sue your asses! But fear not, come tomorrow I'll 


tell more tales as such.like | have anything else to do. 


[But, come, 
Tomorrow! For 


Tomorrow will 


Be too late] 


Death of Slash 


Quickly: Gene Simmons € Paul Stanley = mute. They're the clean up crew. And even quicker! Last chapter kids! 


Anyone hear me? LAST CHAPTER _> FINAL. Just making sure we're all listening. So if you ask me what happens 
next, | reserve legal rights to beat you with this pimp chalice. And for those wondering where the hell Axl 
went..besides Hell, | figured that since I've gone with Ovid all this time I'd go with him for the end and just give 
it a happy ending. Er, kinda. So for those | haven't freaked out with the creepy pairings, | salute you, and enjoy 
and forgive the tragedy. 


[Slash awoke that morning 
Well, afternoon. 

Noon to be exact, 

Helios high in the sky in 

His golden chariot. 

The rocks drew nearer, 

The trees leaned in so 

He'd have more shade. 

But he was not alone 

This day. Anyone remember 
Me saying something 

About him scorning 

The love of others? 

Well that's coming back 

To bite him in the ass right now] 


(A band of Mynads, numbering 10, covered in animal furs approach Slash in his meadow with spears tipped with 
leaves. They look really PO'ed and ready for war, packing several drums and flutes and cymbals) 


James: *Stands atop a rock* Behold the bastard that scorns us! 
Lars: And owes me money! 

Kirk: | long to get my hands on him! 

Gene: *Eats a sandwich® .. *Waves spear * 

Keith: It shall be a victorious blood shed! 


Trent: Yes! *Takes out umbrella Brought to you by BOIS Inc. 


Mick: „Enough of this merchandise plugging! Wherever the hell you got that from.why don't | have one? 
Ron: *Snatches bottle back from Paul Let's not forget the mission at hand 

Trent: Yes! *Dances with umbrella 

Lars: Is that all you can say? 

Trent: Its my only line. 


[While the Mynads 
Bickered so, Slash 
Below began to 
Play his lyre and 


Sing, unaware 


Of the danger above] 

Slash: *0pens mouth, something flies by and cuts his cheek* OW! *Sees spear* „My tree! Who did that? 
Kirk: Twas II 

James: And I 

Trent: And, to a lesser degree, I 


Slash: Now only one of you threw that damn spear- 


[Suddenly Lars 

Hurled a large stone 
At Slash's head. 

The poet whipped out 
His weapon and sang 
The rock out of 
Crushing his skull] 


Jason: What odd power, but we're not defeated so easily! Charm this! *Stabs at him* 
Slash: *Ducks behind boulder, takes out scrunchie gun Eat hair ties, suckers! 


[Slash fired 
Away and used 
His music to his advantage, 


But the howling calls 


Of the Mynads 

And their loud drums and 
Flutes eventually 
Drowned out his lyre 
And singing and he 

Was left defenseless. 
Well, officially defenseless 


After he ran out of ammo] 

Slash: Goddamn sale. 

Ron: And now you pay for those you have scorned! 

Paul: *Shares Gene's sandwich..waves spear threateningly* 
Trent: Never again will you drive men mad with lust! 

Lars: Or steal 10 bucks from the masses! 

Slash: Blame Vince, not me! *Starts running like an idiot on heroin% 
Mick: Give dat boy the sleepses! 

Slash: What is this, Roots? 

[The fierce Mynads, 

Even worse somehow than 

The Ryotts, 

Tore apart all animals charmed 

By Slash's songs, from the high 

Flying birds to the low crawling snakes. 


And then they set their sights upon him] 


Slash: *ls cornered® ..This is going to get really ugly. Apollo! Look what you did, you bastard, and do you not 
come to my defense? *Panics* You know, | think you're all quite beautiful. 


James: Liar, liar, your church is on fire. 
Slash: Hey-what? 
[At that, using 


Spears and stones 


And whatever they could, 


The cold blooded Mynads 
Bloodied their hands with 

That of Slash, tearing him 
Limb from limb until barely 

A distinguishing mark 
Remained, and left him there 
To rot. And, irony of all ironies, 
Drawn to the lovely sight of 
Red did the Ryotts arrive, 

But it was too late] 


Duff: *Pulls at the bloodied ground* Is it not beautiful? My hands lust to touch morel 

Izzy: *Trips over an arm* Déjà vu. *Looks down% | know this hand.! %*Picks up head lll AAAAAAHHHHHI 
Steven: What makes you scream like a bitch so loudly?! *Sees head* Holy SHIT. 

Duff: That can't be-holy Zeus, Slash! ..Wait, if that's his head..*looks down at hands* .. *Groans* MY GOD! 


[After dieing 

Three times each, 

The Ryotts beat their 
Chests and tore their 

Hair in sorrow for losing 
Two such beautiful friends. 
Gathering his limbs and 
Lyre, which somehow 
Remained as clean as ever, 
And gave the poet 

A rightful burial 

At the bottom of Mt. Rhodope] 


Priest: He was a good man, sang some kick ass songs, even if some of them were just a little on the bitter 


side- 


Duff: *Kicks priest out of the way* Gods, if anyone of you have a just cause in your heart, you'll find the 
sick bastards that did this and kick their asses so hard they'll be tasting sandal-polish for weeks! 


[Well, Duff's cause 
Proved just enough to 
The Gods above. And 
No one in Greece 


Gets away with killing the 


Cute people. NO ONE. 

These Mynads, sadly 

Enough, were followers of 

That god of the vine, Marilyn- 
Who was a man, thank you- 
And he himself decided to punish 
These deeds] 


Marilyn: Apollo! Your poet is dead 

Apollo: *Floats around in black* 

Marilyn: .So you know. Okay, it's up to me then Hear me, Maricantael 
Mynads: Eh? 


Marilyn: O vile murderers of that Thracian poet! Look what you've done! All that eye-candy! All of you who 


participated in such sin, repent! 


[And it was, 

The Mynads, once 

Tall and fierce 

Now back down in horror. 
Jani's icy blanket of 

Fear covering their shoulders 
As they tried to run. But, as 
The highest flying bird 
Snatched from the air 

By an even more clever 
Ground dweller, did their feet 
Catch into the ground, legs 
Turned to the hardest oak, 
Limbs frozen forever into 
Hardened branches, somehow 
Softer than their hearts on that 
Fateful day. 

And yet all 

Was not tragedy 


And sensation] 
Slash: *Drops into Hades* I'm here for good! Oh shit, I'm DEAD. 


Axl: Welcome to H-Slash?! 


Slash: Axl? When the hell did you die-wait, no *pulls out script® Oh yeah. 
Axl: *Falls on him* My dearest! Wait, I'd hoped you not here for good for another few years! 


Slash: Well some really pissed off dudes made sure of that. But does it matter? lim here for good with youl 


[And the two 

Lovers embraced 

While onlookers 

Gagged and rolled their 

Eyes, but such matters 

Did not concern the pair, 

Happy as they were 

With each other for an 

Eternity..even though they 

Were technically in Hell, 

But what's a mere technicality?] 

And so it ends! I'd like to thank Mom, Dad, Ovid, Shin, the Greeks, and every band | threw in here for the hell 
of it. Any questions and constructive criticism directed to me! And | hope we all got what we wanted. And now 


| promise to work on other things *runs from sharp objects* 


